gradually during the summer, James did not feel justified in taking
her away from the conveniences and protection of the Fort befer&
another winter set in. So it was not until the summer of 1826 that the
Livingstons moved into a brown log house on the eastern bank of the
St. Peter.
Next year a daughter was born within its snug walls, and three years
later, another daughter. The first was named Julia and the second
Gabrielle, and a letter was dispatched after each birth to Beltrami to
inform him of the fulfilment of his wish. The marriage he had
sponsored was already a great success.
More than a hundred years had passed since then, but the first
Gabrielle, lovely and foreign, with a dark beauty that had flowered
despite the rigorous life of the Fort, seemed present in the room
to-night James' gaze sought the portrait of his great-grandmother,-
hanging above the fireplace. Her dark eyes regarded him with a faint
and lovely smile. The corners of-her mouth tilted upward.
"You were a beautiful woman," said James, and did not notice
that he spoke aloud.
More beautiful than either of her daughters. More beautiful indeed,
than any of the girls who followed in her wake. She had died at the
age of fifty-one, and her hair had been as richly black, her eyes as
young as the day she married the first James Livingston. Her hus-
band had loved her until the day of his death twenty-one years
later. The singleness of his affection had never deserted either <&
them.
James frowned into the brown eyes. " I suppose you think we're
pretty poor sorts," he thought. " We who love ourselves so much and
others so little."
The brandy in his glass ran low. Automatically he refilled it. If
only the picture of Mary wouldn't come between him and die first
Gabrielle. In his choice of a wife James felt that he had betrayed his
inheritance. Impossible that the woman smiling down at him should
be a great-grandmother! She was just a girl, a gracious and charming
young woman------  For the moment she seemed alive, her lips curved
for speech, her eyes bright with understanding.   A woman that James
himself could have loved.
The fire dwindled. Gabrielle receded within her frame, lifeless
again. James was conscious that his glass was empty, that the hour
was late, that Mary would be upstairs, sound asleep, her flabby body
of no interest to him whatsoever.
Lips compressed, James measured himself another drink from the